Siadr &1 Ma

Kavita Ka Gaon

fdar &1 Tifd - 1

Kavita Ka Gaon



HfadT BT 9

Kavita Ka Gaon

R armer Risw sffag

SHEO NARAYAN SINGH ANIVED

ST STarE @ W0 T MU FSA, W0 ST Ag
TqAT SO HESAT QAT

21-1, g, = fEeeit-110002
W : 011-23273167, 23275710

W : 011-23275710
e-mail : vaniprakashan@gmail.com
website : www.vaniprakashan.com

fdar &7 g - 3

Kavita Ka Gaon



qUoft WHT9 HT ‘A’
g Rreer wwgw e &= 3
E

waifrsr gifga

WEHINE 1 i srgwia & e 30 g 36 9@t e o sifvrs
AR W A1 gEiw B TRt oft ofer Y widkidY, R srrar segitrs
AT S & Rt off wiremm @ W 7 e 3 R oft wonelt g
TH g FHE off 3 A, WG Srrar gt A e s

ISBN : 978-81-8143-788-4

J

0N TUEBIBTA

21-T, TRV, T4 Re=it-110002

FANR CIIRIN

QI [EHOT : 2008

© ATHENT

STAOT : JIOT YH1

ram FoewERE, o8 TR, Rei-110051
a gl

KAVITA KA GAON
by : Sheo Narayan Singh Anived

T : 250.00

AT &7 14 - 4

Kavita Ka Gaon



I drel foli @ ford

Bfdar &7 WG - 5

Kavita Ka Gaon



BfAaT &7 14 - 6

Kavita Ka Gaon



“grt o A1 o |
AIfE T G A B ||
B ¥ g% o AR A4
9 9 foovel IR |

CIRERIGREE GG

RSN T

P

“Man’s main task is to give birth to himself.”

Erich Fromm

Bfdar &1 g - 7

Kavita Ka Gaon



fdar &7 14 - 8

Kavita Ka Gaon



LA AR W

Bl dl 99 AT RRATT e W & o)
Hel ORI TR T8 TR B o |

(5% )

o 1o, <9 3R W1 H BH REd © 99dl WM PR
EAR AAMRh &I JHIAd Hxal Y&l & | {Usell oaresl &1 $iftH <9d
IR 3Tl I BT B TUD WRAAY & ford WRT AIIY Il € |
U6 T el SARIARI—AScldRy], ol Heexal 3R Wfeld
HRIGRI BT TR GAdR G 31, I8 U’ & ford G &I i,
fharEl @l STHET, R 3R Wl & da el el qdl WK
M sfear &1 ool 9 fRar s -k aReedd & e
SAR GHY I, oD, 3Midd, ARgiis iR IR Sfad W
TERT 3R XA 3R Ul | Sila & J2mef BT dhell 3R At | T
ey T | YNNG WdT § B & BRU B9 9ol @l Agd, [Saiferat o
GHad AR MR a3 RAE @1 Wie wa fham g1 9T @
39 IRR B P A fEer § o0 dgifel § a1 e sfoar o
T §IHR Hedl REl... | 3T B G SHH | S Y BIIdIg W
qC W ol & — U T B, gfcw g dier # ome Tifa, U WA
QAR @ W dleAl diedl g Wl W YEME § adfdd G
AT BRUT W W AN Tel B UK ... | AR DI I8 A1
TERY diefaled @ 99 AR Ve H 3ifhd B TS 2| A @
ffifterall &R ISR & TR GeARli-gaeARl | SH—iad
O R ATEIT 81 SoaT & U H I Biaan Ife el 91 AF—a3+q o
D!, URT IR Hbl — gTa! Arlddl FHS |

AT Bl G ‘MY IR DI ggdhal H H IR FHIGl

fdar &7 g - 9

Kavita Ka Gaon



@ | M difigd a7 H [E B 98g AlbuIdl IR Fherdl b
qI9s[c I8 HAIC oM 91 el [ AEINe—aRaas [9qe &l |ied
WY1 3R IFD! TR HIe—¥Tel A<M ad el Ugd dd | ‘SiadT I
g’ A9 ¥ ISATel 5] HaTell BT YR R SWRI... | 9 Bldaral
4R g @ [pfiferRl @1 ofEl <'r g a § 8, Wiiw @ U™
Hod A BU § M 3l sffdfad @1 IATcAddT SR SEe dig o
@@WW#WW%WWWW

N\ \

WIGRI = YT B offhd S0 V@ 7 %8 UM, 9u9 <9 7 <9 UM &l
BeUCEe, 3l W1 T I W& F Td ARl § 5| W 3fe § W)
IS BT ST 3T 9&T H Zal |

BAaTl @ SYSH WURRY & ford H YRIg TRl Yo M TaTe
qofol, SN fag o FROl #eg, dul ae—HiaREl €0 Aga
AT & Ufd AR THS BT § | §71 HAGRI, [AgIHl q biadl ol
faRre Joqd & BRU $9 GUT B ARG IRAR WHU A T
g WQE Tl 2| Haee™ @ ‘fawa-am (veled for) & w7 # 7Y
AT B AGURYT & FUYAT TEIT-HSRIH DI TANT TR,
ST 3FAIE & HEYH W WRAGAl Bl Agdh QN fded H thel, I OWI
YN § | 39 Biad WU # ¥ad WEAg qol R W afdda
Jvafaml €1 waae o @ o § <0 @ y=@ fa o
BRI RHE BT g3 F AW T AT U YbRId (73 360 HRTer]

Bl Gold B GG Bl 5 (D! qoig  SMENd WRd B I8
EE—hI 39 WU ¥ YSHINMG & 9T | W ford sifcm @1 I8 B

9 e § o TR foee T8
H 99K & Al § oRR & ford ||
Rra ARrr ¥ afag
18 SFIGNI 2008
AGTS

Bfadr &7 WG - 10

Kavita Ka Gaon



Hfaar § Sita BT Gue
70 PSR T g

Slfre @ R B Bl § 1 oferT W 31 SeR—amgfie
g—a1y IR @l usar &, S/ g & kT 988 Siigd &l S
TG-S AR BEH DI SMAHAS TSI & T Hel-dal 99 T
PR G W — O WY (Sir) @ Gpiarel diadl H| $B 3
g § A @G B I HE R <@ A Ghdll g | A 3Rd’
N Hfadr 7 U &Rk T 9 <l S 9ad €, R S¥ fd ey
U § MG H Uh G IRe Bl IR Hal off Tl & | W T8
ATIE B BAdml BT Hol @G el & | 9 § 981 W F Hell—FoT
AR e} ¥ [oHe—gdl PR | I ORI R g o widdrel |
TG YER BT &, Sl Blddl ol g9 § U dlfgad dedl YT Sl & |
AU FHU H I8 GYT Wd Y ALK D DT G (IR U G A
HC BU © 3R I8! a1 §9 Ioeel@Hd a1 & I 3l | g ol |

A, B BB BlAdN Ygdl W <@ o, W FHad wY H g
HIITST BT TG BT IR Ugoll IR Aol | 38 UgdY ol Ugell Ufafepar
R F I e W AT A el g8 € Mar afe—wdaR
g | X b Boll g 8| IT IeolwHid & b Rg IREgo R4
‘FMAE’ & Aldda @ P AEAYUl M © | 9 b Al TS
ARFR &, Th A HATGR & 3R 7 QI & - b 3T Bl
W& WU H W G o UE I e R, RN foa—<a &
A FIF—elEd & &3 § N eel-urll @l Afld @t 7| o
Tg N T BB B, T AW fold o whd §| ‘A I I Hfaay
ST URART BT AT GG dTell Biaaiy g | § Blaamll §, ToRd Y Ul
Al 8 b BT oy Rl & FHFAIR U6 IR AT AW & |ey |
Jel &, ot i T & 78, 9w & AR 2| fafed @ e A
U TEN HIEH H AR 6T g TIAD qHY, UI6dh & 1 R U a9y

I F1 714 - 11

Kavita Ka Gaon




YHR BT 4G BISdl © 3R I Y9Td 9 Ac—giedl Bl JHIrhar B
I ol ¢ |

SEl d® g9 Biadiell @ §9/de BT Gdldl 2, ol 91 SANT &
A UBel AR Fl 8, I8 g [ U AYFD 7 Bl Fgl HAa & |
B Te-Rufy oo 2| ¥ fRes 3R fRII gfed 89 arell dfaamn
g 3R I8 FRIITAT A1 AT € 3 Biaaill 3 9ed 1fdd T8y
AR 2| 9 Bfaaen b Y@REr F Ul dom & Wik far el
JfoRad o9 & FUTT B FHAT Bl O AU forv g w) foram 21 IS
BIg T VT Y919 Bied! &, dl 59 ST gel Aherdl AT a1V |

H qelrel Al &l b T F S del 39 belldR Bl Siddel |
d B W T E O Sied @ Bfaal o SgEifed wRa €| 3 Wi
fopar ST AT 5 g dfaame & g Ac@ T I TR € QIR W
8, d 36 & Silgd dl Mo Ie™il 3R fAWIE B Gehfid o drel
M &, e, ¥, B I Dol | Ig W31, Siad & Ui $fd &
U ORIy SfeaIor I e BT & | TR, 9 DAl & Bid Bl wila
gfic & WY BT UH 3R Ry |ed H <1 FFT AR &R 98 7 Bbid
&1 IH—aY | ‘e’ G WeH | AT dTel Bid § 3R IF HeW B
g I AR eI IATHD Gbrd 8, S ‘Biddl Bl Ta Wil diddr 4
fORIY w9 W <@ A1 Fehell © | T8l Bid Wd BT AUE! ALY B, W
S e MG W el O HFG—|WIaT | 39 a6 ifoid BT © |
B B {B T HAa 39 91 B Yfie FRA £

ferIholl 3R BfddT | g & A9 DI Ib dToll Ig TAHR 39
i ¥ facder g b 98 g0 Rged | 39 91d & WHR wdl & b
I B 3Rl 79 8 dhell H e, bl & 9 qd S H © gl |
ol UeT Bl 21 Bl BT Ig WIT—IM IGH 98 Gadl ¢, o STb

qor B-TUR I8 T H 8 I U H—AREd a1 7| Hd o
Y Blaar 4, Bl -l 39 e—4H DI, 39 ®Y H Ybe Bl o :

Bfadr &7 Wq - 12

Kavita Ka Gaon



“Bfddr
ICECZI
i |
e,

NICER
SICERESEIE

39 BIC U IS Bl @ Dl Uhed g, I8 Midare wY U el
T odl & fb ofd ‘aifde’ ‘afdd & Siigd & JU9 & @fd 8 3R
d9% 39 UM BT 3SR Sl & 2 |

Bfadr &7 Wd - 13

Kavita Ka Gaon



Bfddr &7 T - 14

Kavita Ka Gaon



W AR b

Hiadr § Sigq &1 JgH

T BT NB

forofifam

The Will for Life

BRI A 4y
Kagaz Ka Vish

3 ffer @

The Soul Lives On

3fed AR

An Eternal Love

qldl Dl X
Baba's Home

\
CACINECARNIEUN
The Magician of Canvas

AR

My Silent Self

A]PH

CONTENTS

g IR Rig
M0 HERATYT R

U JFgaTEd BT A

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta
Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta
Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta
Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta
Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta
Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

T 0

21

23

27

29

31

35

37

Bfddr &7 Tq - 15

Kavita Ka Gaon



# s §

| am the Ocean
SRR

The Waves
HETgH
Mahakumbh

TER 39

The Momeless

grrar &1 wFiEs

Sugiya’s Fatal Attraction

EEl

THe Clock

) g8 oive

The Split Women

BN R

The Death of Century

Hfqdr &7 g

Kavita Ka Gaon

Eassdi

Kalua

AN S

The Truth

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Ram Gopal Bajaj

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

39

43

45

47

51

57

61

65

69

73

75

Bfddr &7 7Id - 16

Kavita Ka Gaon



NUAR
The Speed

fefaer

The Dilemma

ERIEE|

The Rejuvenation

EIIRS|

The Heir

BH 99 EIFHQQ{II

We are all Benarasis
I

The Nights

HH—H

Karma - Dharma

954 INUH TBTH

Buddham Sharanam Gacchhahm

AR

The Juggler

famen

A Viéious Cycle

JUATE BT Hal

Entrapment

NIEERIECN

Far From Life

JER B e

The Celebrations of Darkness

Dr.

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Prof. Ram Gopal Bajaj

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Ram Gopal Bajaj

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Dr.

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

81

83

85

89

91

95

97

101

105

109

111

115

117

Bfddr &1 Ta - 17

Kavita Ka Gaon



qfad o1 gR

The Doors of Liberation

S |1 forr?

What A Life?

apce

Chakravyuh

EERIN

The Fisherman
3ifcw aRay

The Ultimate Identity

EINNES

The Resistance

The Colony

The Ruins of Memories

AT B ERIET
The Heritage of Freedom

RG]

The Trial of Pinoche

T faeagg

The Third World War

o

qiq
The Moon

Y
Sir

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Ram Gopal Bajaj

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Neeraja Mattoo

Prof. Ram Gopal Bajaj

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

Dr. Mahuya Sen Gupta

121

125

129

133

135

137

141

145

147

151

153

159

163

Bfddr &7 Tq - 18

Kavita Ka Gaon



Mar § =7 AT

New Year in Goa

AT

Yoga

gqell g3l HRd
The Changing India

T 9RT B deT

The Pain of New India

B, | BT I H

In a void — To be or not to be

CIREICAIRCAN]

The Last Revolutionary

The Will for Life

Dr

Dr

Dr

Dr

Dr.

Dr.

. Mahuya Sen Gupta

. Mahuya Sen Gupta

. Mahuya Sen Gupta

. Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

Mahuya Sen Gupta

167

171

173

175

177

183

Bfddr &7 T - 19

Kavita Ka Gaon



Attacks —
Again and yet again,

Restless and fidgety,
Something escapes from my soul

And a vagrant emotion binds me —

Like steamy airs winding up
From the kitchen hearth
Melting me in its warmth.

A throaty chuckle
Rings out afar,
Fanning out all flames within.

Do weapons have colours too —
That can dawn new drapes,
Casting them all over,

On the canvas of grief.

Protecting the greens and reds
With joy do | fight out —
Again,

And yet

Again.
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Kagaz ka Vish

Attacks
Again —
And yet again

The attacks of venomous chits of paper.

And yet

| do not die.

Straight and crooked
Direct and snide,
Right and left

In and out

Up and down

Attacks —

Again and yet again.

And still I am not killed.

Neither do | die

Nor my conscience.

They wonder—

How come his morality is still alive?

So, if he does not succumb
Before our attacks

Banish him

From his colours and words
Snatch away his peace
Take away

All energy.

Let him suffer

B @7 fay
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From the curse of
Self-alienation,
And then suffocate to
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A natural death.
He will die

He has to die
Either today

Or the day after.

But | survive
Again, and yet again.

Poisons rooted in
Memoes, orders and files,
Poisons of paper-

Are all defeated.

| search

Among the verdant leaves —
For words of peace

| draw out the colours of energy
From the embraces of spring.

Preserving my honesty
With the touch of true love;
To fight against darkness,

| dawn the armour of light.

Neither shall I die —
Nor my conscience.

Attacks from the poisons of paper
Will face defeat —
Again, and yet again.
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The Soul Lives on
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Wagging tongues have opened —
Raw wounds on the body

Gazes poisonous have
Punched out holes —
In the faith.

The rot has spread inside out.
Come out of the daydreams.
Amidst this slumber

Invokes a voice unknown.

The sunrays on the hills —
Are eager to soothe the wounds.

The forest winds sway balming the forehead.

Even the oceans are restless

To wash away the salts from the heart.

Awaken, arise, come out —
Be in love
Again.
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An Eternal Love
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| —
Am the primitive forest fire
A million years old,

The one who kindled me —
Saw the caves erupting with
The first magic of colours.

The one who felt my heat —
Made the first brick for the first home.

Those who roasted their fleshy edibles —
Tasted the first morsels of consumerist
civilization.

The fire that exhumed itself —
Wrote its first poetry
On the face of ashes.

And while writing

As the fingers touched the earth —
A scream pierced the forest

In wild eternal love.

3fed WR
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Baba’s Home

Now

I am building again my home
Renovating the hundred and fifty years

Old structure,

Caking up the earthen walls in cowdung
Putting up a roof of clean baked tiles.

But

| cannot find
Anywhere

My Baba’s hookah.
Where on earth
Could it be?

It was me who had hid it
Out of spite,

When on an afternoon
Catching me red handed
Smoking pieces of biri
He had slapped me.

Neither hookah
Nor roof,
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And not even that afternoon, Nor Baba.

After his departure, home also disappeared.

| am raising from dust,
The fallen walls,

The collapsed porches,
Calling out to Baba,

I am

Building my home again.
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My fingers tremble with
Wishes of begetting a yellow moon
On the azure blue sky.

A Magician of Night
Emerges on the canvas
from the closed by-lanes
Of paint brushes,

And slowly -
It becomes a singing nightingale;
The sun raising its head in a scarlet lift —

The house ringing with sweet little chirpings.

I know not this magician —
Who escapes my grasp
Casting himself all over
The canvas of life.
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My silent-Self

Words are ruled by thoughts
Dogma piling up

One on top of the other.
Where do | anchor

In this constrained space?

Perhaps more is conveyed
When | am silent —

And the eloquence of my words
Barricades me —

So that I dawn the persona of others
and drift away from myself.

Pray, tell me, who has ever known
My silent self?

It is only me sometimes —
who knows my true self.
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| am the Ocean

I am the Ocean

| have seen the spread of civilization;
Been witness to Man’s evolution
Prehistoric to post-colonial.

Traversing the endless terrains,
rough and uneven
At last-1 have become the Ocean.

Given life to countless creatures.
Deep and tranquil inside,

playful on the surface,

a bit muddied here and there,
near the shores,

where the world comes

to touch me, to swim in me,

But-no one comes-to submerge in me,
except the setting Sun.

Have you seen

the two of us, becoming one?
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That is the way, Life is,
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And so is Creation,

as well as Art - Poetry - Music.

| am the Ocean...

The beginning as well as the
End.
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The Waves

The sea, sand and earth,
bearing the onslaught of waves,
make me forget that anything exists

beyond the sand, the waves and the sky.

The nearness of the boats, the fishermen
and the clouds,
The touch of sand and sea-water,

make me feel the intimate touch of love,

And I, a descendant of Krishna,

abandon myself to the love of sea-waves,
My Radha.

And the turning away of the clouds,

feels like the reproach of the gopies.
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Mahakumbh
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Still and listless do I lie

On the bed of the flowing river.

Flowing with me
Are the moulting sloughs

In the Mahakumbh of
Trust and hope.
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The Homeless

| have never been able to

Write poems as they
Are written by others,

Draw and paint art
As others,

To work and serve
As a service holder does;

And back home

Enacting the roles cut out

For husband, brother, son or father
Was never easy for me.

Craving to create a new world
With my words
Yearning to colour an eternal pain

Wanting to live nameless
At home,

Striving to serve people
At work,

The irony is

| have become
Homeless at home,
A rebel in service,
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And a painter among poets.

Yet it is true
| have become a
better humanbeing.
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Sugiya’s Fatal Attraction

Her mother wailed aloud,
Fists bitting on her
Soft bosom.

The pain of her sorrow
Rendered itself
Into the heart of ages century-old.

One month

Before her fourteenth birthday
While she looked below

From the terrace on the third storey,
Seeing a bed of flowers

Drawing her near,

Luring her with their touch,

She flew down or fell

I know not,

Onto the flower-bed,

Returning to the dust from where she came.

Her mother’s cries

Tore apart our hearts.

The neighbourhood Lady -
Consoled Sugiya’s mother
With words of wisdom-
Tales on
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Life and the living world,
God and us mortals,

Luck and misfortunes

But failed to stop her tears.

Nobody could explain

Why Sugiya left us-

Neither her parents, nor siblings,
Least of all, her mother.

All were stunned.

Her school copies

Revealed

Pictures of flowers and flower pots,
A young girl plaiting her hair,
Songs and couplets

That she had penned down.

Even while visiting her uncle

In Kanpur,

She used to wake up from her sleep
Fearing that her flowers had dried
Back home in Tatanagar.

A couple of days

Before her death

She had also stopped asking for
Her golden chain.

That day
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She wore her favourite frock,

Put nail polish

And taking her younger sister along,
Went up to the terrace.

And the magic touch of flowers
Drew her so,
That she gave herself away to them.

Leaving us all dumbfounded
Sugiya left for the unknown.
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The Clock

One day,

| had this intense desire

Of going to my native village in Oghni,
From Old College of Kuba.

The crushing heat of May killing,
Getting heavier than one’s own weight;
Punctured cycle wheels,

And smarting naked feet.

As | remembered these,
The Girl emerged
As a faded memoir.

The ever punctual girl
Whom we had named
‘The Clock’.

Where would she be now?
Like life,

A search for ‘the Clock’
Also seems impossible.

I have found her

In fond remembrance of
Her white school uniform,
And my smarting feet in
The scorching May heat.
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God only knows
What odd fates she might have suffered
In the hands of her ‘worldly’ groom.

Why could I not gift her this poem for
the punctuality-

The pleasure of being present at ten,
Right in time

For our morning prayers?

Between her white uniform
And my smarting sore feet
Why did I need

S0 many years

To cover the distance between
Kuba and Oghni?

Why could I not present her
This poem
Before cancer extinguished her?
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The split Women

| have often seen
All women are split into two-

An external form and an inner self.

The quest for this inner self
of a woman
Makes the man a curious lover.

The inner self of the housewife is
Deep and profound like

A lake in the mountains

Drop by drop

She emerges into a full bloom.

Looking after both the hearth and
The outer world,

The working woman hides
Within herself

A spirit that bursts forth,

Calling out, as she brims over-

A woman who needs to be
Caressed away from death.
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When the inner soul of woman dies

The outer woman becomes commodified

Some of the girls who escape villages and towns
Get drawn into the Metropolis market

Looking for food, clothes and shelter

They reach the corridors of power !

In the scorching summer heat
Who is this rustic woman
Wiping her sweating brow,
Whose shoulders arch under
The lustrous harvests

From the village fields.

Is she not the one whom

The capitalist consumerist world
Has hit really hard?
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The Death of a Century

Mortally afraid of the deadly lustre

Of the malls and markets
In the city,
| fled to the village

That held the cradles of tradition.

| went to the village river,
But found only a canal of
A power plant.

Dumbfounded,

| saw,

The fishermen and boatmen
Had all become workers

In the plant.

| searched and searched in vain.

Then,

The remnant of the river,
Lying beneath the canal asked,
What are you looking for?

We have lost the tradition,
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Nor could we save the Century.

All that remains is a confused existence.

Society still languishes in
The centuries gone by,
And yet,

Art and literature have
Sure become post-modern.

This depression of post-modernism
Belonging to the Western worlds,
Have draped itself over

One and all -Society, Economy, Truth
History, colonialism, tradition

All have become autonomous, loosing accountability.

Go back to the post-modernists
Here, like me,

You shall dry away a little, each day,
And so saying,

The river breathed her last.
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Kavita ka Gaon

Letters,
finger-traced

In the cold ashes

of the fire,

under the steam,

rising from a cauldron,

of sugarcane juice,

in milky words
written on black slates
emerges

The habitat of poetry.

No, not in half-formed towns.
Sunshine that stops

at windows in the metropolis,
Trucks that batter the road,
Trains that set the bridge a-shiver,
Blackout with smog

the sky of the Muse,
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suspending the motion
of the Sun, the Moon and the Stars,
Nothing survives in the poetry-town

except violence and voracious appetite.

How should the poet conjure

a whole new habitat of Poetry ?
Celebrate dedication in place of
indulgence

And peace in place of violence !
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Kalua

The thick black night stands guard

At the back of the malodorous gultter.
This is where Kalua’s “home’ stands.

When late at night Kalua returns
From scrubbing the pots and pans
In rich homes,

To his home

He wonders :

Why is darkness and stench
Absent from the rich homes?

Are millions of Kalua

born only to raise and clean

rich homes?
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The Truth

| stumbled across Truth —

banished from life at present

when | went one day

to my old school in the village.

| found it in Maulvi Saheb’s stick,
lying on the matting and planks

And in the gurgling of Baba’s hookah.
Truth asked me ?

How you have changed !

do you remember the pride Maulvi Saheb
and Baba

had in you !

How sure your Baba was

that ‘Satyameva Jayate’

would be your only God.

But you left the village in *77,

and the gulf
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between me and you grew apace.
Now you think of me only

in dreams,

or in that little bit of the human
still in you,

or when your eyes moisten,
cherishing memories of your sister,
Or in the memory of the tables,
learnt by rote from Baba.

Where have you strayed

and lost yourself ?

I know you are restless,
separated from me;

You bear this curse

of living an alienated life.
Remember,

Truth is as far from Falsehood
As peace is from War

And Life from Death.

Truth is the essence of life,
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And Falsehood another name for death,
You prefer death to life,

It seems.

Lies, War and Death your other names !
Go back to life before *77, occasionally,
And you will find life

Not in poetry, painting or music

But in life itself,

And truth will return from exile.

Come back, do.
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The Speed

Fast moving fans

Speed of aeroplanes
Crushing of red line buses
Why do we find them

In the metropolis alone?

The buses in small town

Do not fly thus,

Neither are there aeroplanes
Nor electricity.

In the village

Fastest moves the plough
Farmers running ahead
Women singing out
Children chasing each other
Sugarcanes are crushed
And

Gently sways the nose ring,

Anchal and the love of a mother.

| wonder

Whether the plough and the air-plane

Can move hand in hand
In the New India.

Bfddr &7 7d - 80

Kavita Ka Gaon



ELGIN

ST 9T URgT —

gdTgy SISl Bl YBAR ;

VS s 941 &7 AT

IE H AR W & R BT E ?

ganl Aol A8l AT
STeTST B ol

7 8 Bl g faotell |

fq o

SIGER G
oIl & B,
Sledl & P |

R o € 71, et SR
qf o 7oar |

T T 9RT

gl 3R BATg BTl
AII—A1 Fel Yo ?

pfdar &7 1d - 81

Kavita Ka Gaon



The Dilemma

The snag of passing through two extremes-
like beggars huddled in the cold,

under a blanket of winter clouds,

to soak them and turn them into stone.

And | have wrapped myself around

the blanket of indecision,

to turn it this way or that, as | please.

From where will the Sun of resolution arise,
why did it turn away in the first place ?

or is it that winter is really over,

and spring already here ?

can | cast my blanket away!
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The Rejuvanation

The mountains —

rugged, rough, luscious green and towering

The sea —

blue, brown, green

The people -

dark, fair and brown,

the clouds —

black, tawny and white,

The sky-

clear, blurred and blue,

And life -

swaying, deepening and moving,
Everything together, forever in a flux,
Every shade of life

radiating beauty,

preening itself

and bursting into laughter !

This island of St. Lucia

so full of romance and excitement,
giving without the asking.

What expanse —
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smoothening out and soothing
centuries of twisted prejudices,
complexes, sorrows and failures,
Rejuvenates in a flash,

hugs its guests and bids them au revoir

A fresh inspiration to refresh life.
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The Heir

The land of Thanta Lehrova —
The working women shielding their beauty
under umbrella

farmers rejoicing

the rich

harvest of

crops.

Gurus and disciples in rhythms —
of Manipuri dance and song.
Embracing India

they say we are

also heirs to

this great civilization.
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We are all Benarasis

From the other bank of the river Ganges,
where Deorahava Baba esconced

on a machan for a month every year,

Look at Benaras

and you’ll know, why the metropolitans

know us for a Benarasi the moment we speak.
Whether the words are in Hindi or in English,
the easiest identification is our Benarasiness
The beating of drums...

the hugs of Id and Basant Panchami

bringing down the walls between temple and mosque;
Watery burial of idols,

ornamentation and grandeur, Mithais and pans.
Festivals of colour and joy,

the roads of memory getting jammed...

and the full-throated laughter
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We are all Benarasis

From the other bank of the river Ganges,
where Deorahava Baba esconced

on a machan for a month every year,

Look at Benaras

and you’ll know, why the metropolitans

know us for a Benarasi the moment we speak.
Whether the words are in Hindi or in English,
the easiest identification is our Benarasiness
The beating of drums...

the hugs of Id and Basant Panchami

bringing down the walls between temple and mosque;
Watery burial of idols,

ornamentation and grandeur, Mithais and pans.
Festivals of colour and joy,

the roads of memory getting jammed...

and the full-throated laughter
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The Nights

Had there been no nights,
After the entire day’s
Stench, fistfights

And a busy hectic life

Who would have

Cleaned and purged our souls,

Caressing us,

Carried us to our beds

Laying our heads on slumberous pillows,
Who would have geared us up

For the next day’s struggles?
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Karma-Dharma

Engrossed in trying to solve

The puzzles held by life

Swami Paramhansa, sitting
Under this very tree,

Looking across the vast expanse
Of the river in front of him,
Searching for an answer,

Tells his wife-

You are the Mother of all mankind.

You, the Divine Mother,

And |, the Procreator of the world.

Look at Nati Binodini,
How she is bringing to life

Lord Chaitanya, in her play.

Bfddr &7 7Id - 96

Kavita Ka Gaon



HH—TH

NIGE]

3R ST

et ol

AR —

WH IRHEY

i U © N 9

A Tl

b JR—UR NG AR ST B
T G |

(oY

-

pfddr &1 Tq - 97

Kavita Ka Gaon



And removing all darkness from lives of people
And that is our

Karma of this life.
There is neither religion,
Nor a monastery greater than

[lluminating the minds.
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Buddham Sharanam Gachchhami

Faces and forms

Of the good and the bad,

Seen in real life

Or heard of and conjured in

Fond childhood thoughts,

Have all mingled thus

That,

The thief,

The dacaoit,

The murderer,

The robber,

The fallen,

The rebel,

The Oppressors,

Each of them having a typical feature-
Such imaginations | grew up with.

But
In real life
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It is impossible to distinguish

A radical person and Oppressors
By their looks.

Not the Oppressors,

But the radical person

Has to face the problem

Of living with his truth,

His honesty and his identity.

The Oppressors can detect the
pollen of truth and honesty
And thus, start the task of
entraping the radical.

This has carried on from

The beginning of life.

That is why,

Even when

Culture and civilization

Just came into existence

A dejected Gautama Buddha

Had to renounce all worldly pleasures
And go in search of Nirvana.
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The Juggler

The juggler gets upset

If not only someone does not
Honestly appreciate his sport
But also pays him back

On his own account.

Becoming a game of guile,
It then requires that
Masks of different nature be dawned

To hide their own indulgences.

Wounds, sharper than those
Inflicted by feudal lords,
Are wrought,

So that their earldoms are preserved,

When it is found that without or

Even, irrespective of
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Such conspiring of jugglers

One can

Touch the soul of his kinsmen

Casting a loving spell

With innocent words and flowing colours
Of empathy,

the simpleton becomes everybody’s

darling.
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A vicious Cycle

After one has achieved everything
What else is he left with
Save a foreign travel?

His demeanor is worth notice

The way he prepares to engage in vain existence.
Before traveling abroad

Pleadings and petitions;

On return from his tour of a foreign land,

His countenance is sated,

He smiles
He tells tales to his fellow souls
Sporting a proud vile look

And just after a few days

To redeem himself from

The endless tirade of emptiness
And an endless hollow within,

He sets out for manipulations

For arranging another travel abroad.
And thus goes on the vicious cycle
Of becoming empty

Further and yet further.
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Entrapment

Pandit Kamalakant Tiwari
Is an expert of words;

In a blink of an eye

He can unfurl reasons

To distort truth to untruth
And vice-versa.

The sinners-

He lets go free,

In exchange of payment

For his jugglery with words.

Being a juggler,

He easily recognises the pawn
That can spoil his game.

He practises well

How to win over the pawn
And later, crush it.
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The pawn, naive as it is,
Does not sing in tune
With Panditji.

So he uses his unfailing weapon,
Casts a magic spell

On a fossilised document

That becomes a serpentine trap
Around the pawn.

He roars in laughter-

What pride the pawn took

On its honesty and moral,

Did it not know,

Money is the trick that does it all,
Tuning in all and sundry!

And thus,

Dances the trap

As a noose around

The throat of the pawn.
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Far from Life

Far from the life of faith and belief

Fatigued becomes he
With constant fleeing
From one end to the other;
And from thence

To horizon farther away

In an endless escape
The materialist looses
Whatever he loved
Whatever was beautiful

Feelings stripped off hope
Drift apart —

Miles away from life

He builds fortress
Around himself,

Barring entry of one and all.

He uses all,

Consumes everything
And yet becomes empty
Further and further.

The materialist drifts
Away from life —
Far Far Away.
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The celebrations of Darkness

He

Is a wizard of files

Gobbling up in paper work

All programmes

Of human development and progress.

By the blink of an eye

Can he build up

Piles of coups and plots

Produce chargesheets without charges;

A magician
Who can breath life into files
Long dead and buried.

He does not let —

One get lost among the verdant leaves
And pen down an unfinished line or two
In the embraces of spring

Or

Fill his soul with a few colourful works

And today’s
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Kafka

Is hurled into

The dark abyss of
An unending trial.
Shrouded in darkness

Striking, they pounce upon light with vengeance.

They do not let us

Live life full of

words and colours,

to

see through

Their vile corrupting celebrations of darkness.
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The doors of Liberation

Not only

Are we polluted by dust, smoke and screams.

Greedy eyes,

Sordid acts,

Useless words,

Futile trysts,

Never ending meetings
Also pollute us.

Themselves hollow,

Their lives filled with garbage-
Those sitting over our heads
Pollute us

With a vengeance

To our very core.

Most polluting is the electronic media-

Piercing our eyes
With such pictures
That

Make the gateways
To our faded souls
Disappear.

What remains
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Is the blind body

The vicious cycle

Keeps alienating us

And we are left knocking at
The doors of liberation....
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What a life?

Man, an enigmatic

creature.

Rich or poor

Educated or illiterate

His mind
Chases him
Tires him

Deceives him forever.

Man thinks he can deceive others;
Overlooking

His own weaknesses and shortcomings,
sNot acknowledging them,

Without being honest

To his own self.

Maybe
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He writes a million poems and stories
On himself and life at large,

Earning riches and fame;

His name

Shining forth

Up to the skies,

But in his last moments,

Helpless he wonders,

What have | done with my life?

How have | squandered my life?
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Chakravyuh

In the lustful embrace of metropolitan ambition caught,
we set
the piece of Innocence, peace, ablaze?

Name, Fame, Wealth and Possession
will all be gone.

Along with us will be buried

the poem unfinished,

a painting incomplete,

a thought, a search unconcluded;

a friend intimate,

who, in the storms of life caught,
could never come close.

And the people around you, leechlike,

will go on sucking your blood,

pushing you ahead,

on the ladder of ambition,

in order to prove that

paranoia, blood pressure and heart disease

are the inevitable accompaniments of progress.

They’ll laugh at you,

drinking from the cups you offer,

and you will embrace the fate of Abhimanyu,
as if nothing better could happen to you?
They’ll allow you no space to be with yourself,
afraid that your truth might awaken you

and bring their palaces tumbling down.
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You are for them Aladdin’s lamp itself,
through which their world of comfort
and ease is built.

Run, Abhimanyu, run,

from this labyrinthine fortification
of your own making

and of those you call your own.
Break the Chakravyuh

of injustice with your

honesty and courage.
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The Fishermen

A poet tells, “‘How long will you wander,
trailing Truth ?’

Another says, ‘a poem is the means,

to find one’s own soul I’

A third pronounces, ‘poetry helps you
escape the tyranny of life.’

Don’t you wonder too, that to those to whom
Truth only makes one,

wander aimlessly,

To those who live separated from the soul,
To those who need to run,

unable to face life,

Truth, Soul, Life and Poetry itself,

is only a delusion a mirage ?

Shun them, | say,

they are not poets, but fishermen.
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The ultimate Identity

The poet is identified by his awards
Religion and Castes by Votebanks.
The Labourers by the dharnas,

The farmers by suicides

Their whole life, struggle — existence —
Reduced to this labyrinth —

Why, is our ultimate identity so shameful !
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The Resistance

Whenever |

desire to lead life

of balance

with faith,

courage and

honesty,

They lie in wait to debilitate,

their weapons in readiness,

to assault and crush me in so many ways
and turn me into one of them —

A Sheep, a Chameleon, a Worm,
just like them.

But why can’t | be like them ?
Why do | resist them

Is not resistance

like the steam rising from boiling pot ?
Can there be steam

without Fire, Food and Water ?
And my resistance is like the steam
that asserts

the presence of food,
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water and fire.
The fire of feeling,

The food and water of my being.

Yes, my resistance,
is like sustenance to the
starved.
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The Colony

Once upon a time, | was at ease,

in harmony with my peers,

and then one of them turned clever,
and destroyed our naivete.

We had to accept his bondage for survival.
We did not mind,

but his needs increased,

and he set us a bit free

New strategy,

We were enslaved by many

still they were not content.

They broke all bounds,

invented new strategies

colonized others like me.

But did anything change ?

Then it was our turn to do something,

it was all so easy,
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we could not believe it.
They just surrendered,

May be they had no choice,
how else could it happen ?
But happen it did,

and today, | am free again.
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The Ruins of Memories

Ross island, in Port Blair,

goes on seeking forgiveness

from the Cellular Jail,

how was | to help it

If the whites made me the capital

and you the Kala Pani ?

Nature had framed us, into separate,
but similar isles !

Our old friends, the aborigines

have also withdrawn into the inner isles
What time has wrought !

today you are the capital,

and | a ruin,

in which the sins of the ex-rulers

are imprisoned.

What sin do | pay for?

how long do | stay as island of ruins ?
when shall | be set free ?

Can prisoners of memories

ever be free ?
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The Heritage of Freedom

It takes centuries to undo

the colonization of decades !
Colonization snatches away

not only our territory,

but our heritage, culture, art,
our free thoughts and expression.
For Men and Women,

to see — tell — create

with an open Mind

Enjoyment and Renunciation,
This world and the other,
Heaven and Hell,

Life and Death,

Sorrow and Happiness,

Nothing to hide,

No inhibition

The total freedom of expression.
Only at the peak of civilization
it is possible

Only in a civilization and culture
such as this,

IS possible

Sarnath, Nalanda

Ajanta, Ellora

Konark, Khajuraho

Hampi, Mahabalipuram and
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the Taj Mabhal;
Kabir, Tulsi, Akbar

the Buddha and the Mahavir.

Why did they fade away,
Such people and the Art,
post-Bahadurshah Zafar ?
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The Trial of Pinochhe*

Civilizing mission first.

Followed by modernization.

And now in the name of developments
The West is on the mission of
Teaching the third world

Lessons on justice.

The case against one-time ally Pinochhe
In a court of England-

Is not it actually a tirade

Against Che Guevra and Fidel Castro?
Pinocche is just target-practice.

The final wait is for a

Gorbachev in Cuba.

*Erstwhile President of Chile
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The Third World War

There

IS

A unique smell

In the air here;

Somewhat like

The odour that looms over
The offices back home.

The two world wars
The Vietnam war
Cold war

Gulf war

And now,

The Iraq war.

The essence of battle
Seems woven into this
Smell.

Perhaps,
This smell
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Is the punishment for
Enslaving the third world?
Or is it the result of
Colonialism?

Wars become necessary
Not only to preserve their domains
But also for survival.

They and us,

The dark and the fair

The lagging and the leading

All have become

Mere tools for the third world war.

Late in the nights
The fever of this war
Descends on the nightclubs-

Amidst the loud blasts of rock music
And intoxicating smokes spiraling up,
Swims the heavy aroma Stealing my breath.

Drowning the entire world into

This Third World War of globalization
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Those who have escaped

Are the ones called backwards,
We,

The backwards

Are shielding the world from this war.

(Written in Manchester, England)
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The Moon

“East is east and west is west
And never the twain shall meet”

A short day

And a long long night.
The moon and the sun
Seen often together

Or sometimes, both absent.

A slow rain-

Clouds drizzling

Without an open shower-
The sun coming out

With a half-bloomed smile-
But the moon glistens,

And the murky night feels

An intense human presence.

The moon,

Caught between

A west, terrified of both
Communism and terrorism.

Between the east and the west

Like Gandhi
The moon
Emerges

As a complete human presence;

Buddha and Kabir
Redeeming the world
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Caught between inequalities;

Like Karl Marx

The moon cuts into the
Obscurity

Of a materialistic world.

The consumerist

Caught between nightclubs and pubs,
Caught between darkness, an icy chill and
A slow drizzle,

Tries to escape to the beaches of
Havana and Trinidad

In an attempt to

Bathe in the rays of the sun

And socialism

And wash away the eternal sores

of his inner soul.

(Written in Manchester, England)
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Sir

Title of a modern world,

‘Sir’ — The nation-state spreading it out to the villages.

For the sake of truth,

Baba never uttered the word-

Not even,

When in 1942,

At Ajamgarh court

The English judge

Fumed and fretted at

My shackled Baba

Churning out abuses like those of
The poet ‘Dhumil’.

I dwindle and rock

From my truth

With each utterance of Sir-
And | lose a little bit of me.

Such a cute little word

But ponder upon it,

And how monstrous it becomes!
A living whip of
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British colonialism-

But the irony is

The English today

Call each other by name.

In India

Either

One is addressed a Sir

Or addresses someone So.

Two classes
Sans a class struggle.

‘Sir’
Is the distance
Between Delhi and the village,

Between the malls and farmfields.
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New Year in Goa

Here,

Clean and clear space-

Air and water, white-brown clouds,
Azure sky,

Lush green trees in blossom,

The sea and the river

‘Sussegad’ culture.

Engrosed in one’s own self

In nature’s very own cradle,

the eternal peace.

There,

Cut-throat competitions,
A zeal to snatch all away,
Where,

To be in love

Is not love,

To have love is

What love stands for.

Like the Sensex,
Life too has become
A gamble
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Where all are players,
Playing with their ownselves
Deceiving themselves and also others.

And to relieve oneself from this
Pursuit of game and deceit,
They come here-

To Goa.

For a week or so,
Goa is usurped

By the rich, the stars and the who’s who of India.

Thank God, December 31

Comes but once in the entire year,
Otherwise they would have
Injected dust-smoke-deceipt

Into veins of Goa leaving no
Place of beauty on earth to live.

(Written in Goa)
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Yoga

In the new India

As globalization of capital
Is resisted by
Localization.

So has yoga
resisted the
consumerist drive.

The only difficulty lies in the fact
That the New India

Yearns to consume first

And then

To cure

The ailments

They Turn to yoga.

Yoga is Satvik,

Consumption is Tamsik

Thus,

The journey

From the Tamsik to Satvik

Has become the new profession

Of yogacharyas, of various shades.

Hiaar &1 719 - 170
Kavita Ka Gaon



AN

T 9Rd F,

ol & YHS ARl

& T

CEA

e b

AR & YR &) oRE

BT &1 TG - 171
Kavita Ka Gaon



The changing India

In today’s globalized India
All has changed

The globalized capital
Tirelessly disembedding

Not only socialism but society at large.

Principles and values
Are now
Only names of political parties.

What has remain unchanged
Is
The pursuit of power.

Struggle, freedom, religion and creed
Are simply metaphors,
tools to be used when needed,

The greed and avarice increasing day by day.

Power is the ultimate truth —
Grabbing it by any means
Has changed the motto of new India.
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The pain of New India

Our generation played
Games of hockey and cricket
In the open fields,

Besides the river.

Offsprings of our generation
Idle their time

Shopping in malls,

Copying reality shows
Churning out silly jokes

On sillier topics,

Practicing behind closed doors
Lessons on

How to become a millionaire.

Cravings for

The indigenous kheer and halwas
Have breathed their last

Under the lustrous temptations of
Chips and chocolates.

The map of New India

Is tied up in shanties-

With

Pepsi-Coke, paan masala and gutka

Hanging from them,

Advertisements on newer car models,

And serials of old Ramayana and new Mahabharata,
On the television channels.
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In a VVoid- to be or not to be

Again,

And yet again,
Debates,
Discussions,
Expenses.

I am sick of this
Endless tirade of

An emptiness emerging
At the end.

A faceless void.
I know not what name to give
To such an existence-

Emptiness,
A hollow within or
Perhaps, void?

Bursting forth but once
From a cocoon of
Pretence, falsehood and
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Self-alienation,
Like a volcano,

A monster emerges from within

The dying man.

Was it alike in my village?
Does it not

Draw its nourishment,
Light, water and air

From metropolis successes?

Never seeing before,

Now

That | see it-

A terrifying fiery spectacle
That swallows me within.

It drives me

Away from myself

Into a vicious cycle of
Parties, Seminars, channels,
Newspapers and offices,

Tempting me,
Titillating
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Like Miss Universe,

Dragging towards
Wine, women and cigarettes.

And thus the black hole rises and spreads over,
From my soul
To the universe.

At home, in office,
On the crossroads
Screaming,

It declares-

It exists.

It craves to be seen,
To be kissed,

To take birth

From my own womb.

Existing in such consumerist capitalistic times
Is like existing in the void

The void and the existence,
Thus all become synonymous.
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The last Revolutionary

Far from the fire and earth
In a journey to the skies

The iron of the plough
Has changed into
A park bench.

Thirty years back

The red sign of revolution
That burned and glowed

In a fit of fury,

Has dripped away its colour.

In these thirty years of riding on
The saddles of power,

Far from the earth and fire,
Among the green grass

And tourists

It has been reduced to a bench.

Swinging between

The farmers and capitalists
In Nandigram

The Last Revolutionary
Of our country

Is now reduced to

Serving the system.
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